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F The Walls Could Talk 


Dave had always loved Ireland. With the rolling hills, endless greenery, and crystal clear air, it was the perfect 
place for him to get lost and reset his brain. All too often he was the "go to guy", the one people called when 
they needed a talking head, or a musician with some knowledge, or just someone who everyone seemed to 
adore. And, despite his perpetual energy, Dave got tired, too. 


Standing at the front entrance to the castle, Dave took a deep breath of the air. Above him, the sky was clear 
and the sun warmed his back. Castle Leslie didn't boast the turrets and fortified walls of most European 
castles. Instead, it was more country home. More Downton Abbey than Windsor Castle. But, to Dave, it was 
just as elegant and beautiful. More importantly, it was surrounded by a thousand acres of ground and fronted 
by a lake. He couldn't have asked for a more perfect getaway. 

The heavy door opened and a blonde haired woman smiled out at him. "Mr Grohl?" 


Dave felt the weight begin to ease from his shoulders and he returned her smile. "Dave, please." 


"We've been expecting you, Dave. Come on in" 


With that, she fully opened the door and escorted him in. They walked down a hallway dotted with arches. Each 
was painted with beautiful images of women and children. The walls were painted a welcoming orange and the 
floors were lined with rugs of the same colour. Heavily framed paintings hung on the walls and the hallway was 
dotted with dark wooden furniture and bright lamps. Dave instantly felt at home and, as they approached the 
reception desk, he took his phone from his pocket and turned it off. He wanted the next several days to be 


interruption free. 


"We've placed you in the Red Room for the week." The woman smiled at him and slid the standard check in 
form across the desk. "I think you'll like it. If you could just fill this in for me, that would be grand." 


Dave smiled softly to himself as he picked up a pen and began to fill in his details. He could listen to that 
accent all day and he planned to. He wasn't going to do much else other than wander the grounds, sit in the 
bar, and fill himself on hearty food. He planned to return home fat, happy, and relaxed. 


They wound through the building and to his room, Dave taking in the little details as they walked. He found 
numerous nooks and crannies to hide away in as well as enough art and interesting decorations to keep his ADD 


brain occupied for a year. When the woman opened the door to the room, Dave paused to stare. 


He was used to five star hotels but after a while they all began to look the same. Beige or white with stark 
black or grey fittings and cool white bedsheets. 


This one was painted in a beautiful shade of eggshell blue. Red curtains were tied back from recessed bay 
windows and, like the main part of the building, the furniture was antique. The star of the room was the bed. 
Carved from dark wood, its four posts reached up to cradle a red lined roof. Crisp white sheets and plum 


pillows complimented the deep wine colour of the room. 
"Its beautiful," he murmured. 


"Thank you," the woman replied. "| hope that you enjoy your stay and if there's anything that you need, please 


just let us know. My name's Tina and you'll always find someone at reception if I'm not around" 
Dave smiled at her. "Thank you." 


As Tina melted away, Dave dumped his case at the end of the bed and walked into the bay window to take a 
look at the view. Behind him was a red baroque couch and he leaned back against it as he took in the hills and 
greenery. For the first time in months he felt calm and at peace. He'd been waiting for this moment in order 
to switch off and rest. He was always on the go, either recording or filming or doing something else. Rarely did 
he slow down and just take some time out for himself. Someone had once told him that all that he did was the 
sign of someone who was trying to make up for something that was missing in their life. Love or an absent 


parent were both classed as possible causes. 


After a while, Dave pulled himself away from the view and walked in to the bathroom. Compared to the 


bedroom, it was an ocean of white with a deep, clawed bath. Dave ran himself a bath and emptied all of the 


hotel's toiletries in to the swirling water, filling the room with the scents of orange and vanilla. 


The warm water was a welcome relief, enveloping his aching bones and weary muscles. Dave closed his eyes 
and allowed himself to sink into the bath. He didn't want to think or do anything. He just wanted to let himself 
drift, even if it was only for a few days. He adored being on the road and wanted to stay out forever, just 
putting miles beneath his feet and seeing where the ribbons of tarmac and jet-streams took him. But his life, 
and all that went with it, demanded that he have a permanent base. 


Another album was on the cards and, with it, another opportunity to escape from the heated clutches of LA. 
He'd said it many times; while he loved the city and all that went with it he often felt like he needed watering, 
mentally, physically, and spiritually. And Ireland was the perfect place for all three. Magic seemed to 
perpetually hang over the Green Isle and myths and legends abounded. Everywhere he went, Dave heard 
another story that he hadn't heard before. He was eager to discover more and to absorb the beauty of the 


land around him. 


Finally the water cooled and, with his skin suitably wrinkled, Dave got out of the bath. He wrapped himself in 


Towels and allowed himself to dry off as he dug through his suitcase for clean clothes. 


Dressed in his customary uniform of black jeans and a black shirt, Dave obeyed the rumblings of his stomach 
and went in hunt of food. Winding back through the hallways and corridors was a pleasure and he took a little 
time to admire the ageing artwork and to run his hand over deep cushions and couches. One in particular 
caught his eye, stashed away against the wall of a drawing room. He paused and stuck his head in, taking in the 
black feature wall that the couch was pushed against as well as the large framed portrait that hung above it. 
Unlike the rest of the building, the room wasn't particularly "busy" with just the couch, a couple of deep 
chairs and a bookshelf that lined another wall. Dave made a mental note to take a closer look once he'd 


satisfied his hunger. 


When it came to food, the hotel didn't disappoint. It had both a secluded area and one with large windows that 
overlooked the estate. Wanting to appear inconspicuous, Dave allowed himself to be seated in a corner close to 


the bar. He settled, as always, on the beef. With a glass of wine to hand, he looked around himself. 


The restaurant seemed to be quiet despite being close to what most people would call a traditional dining hour. 
Already the sun was beginning to drift down towards the horizon and candles flickered in large glass vases. He 
watched as a few people came and went, the gentlemen in suits and the women in dresses. The hotel was 


obviously one of class and Dave, normally not one to shy away, felt a little uncomfortable in his skin 


The beef melted in his mouth and Dave allowed himself to relax a little, the stress and tension unwinding from 
around him. People came and went, ordering drinks or sitting down for meals. His eyes were drawn to a man at 
the opposite end of the room. Without his glasses, Dave couldn't see much other than the red jacket that he 

wore. The man paused and appeared to look in Dave's direction before continuing his walk across the room and 


through a door. 


With dinner finished, Dave decided to explore a little more. Night was coming and his body clock was telling him 


that it sleep would soon descend. He returned to the drawing room that he'd passed on his way down to the 
restaurant. On his previous pass, the room had been empty and appeared unused. Now he found someone 
standing at the bookshelves, deep in thought as they took a book down and flicked through the pages. 

The person was a young man with long, curling blonde hair that swept down his back and to his waist. He wore 
black trousers that were tucked in to knee high black boots and a red tailcoat with white ruffles peaking from 
the wrists. Slowly it dawned on Dave that he'd seen the man pass through the dining room and he wondered if 
the man was brought in to make the building feel a little more.. old fashioned, like the period actors that he 
saw at street fairs and carnivals. 

Gently he knocked on the door and was rewarded with a pair of startling blue eyes turning to look at him. 
"Sorry. Do you mind if | - ?" He gestured to the room. 

The young man smiled sweetly and shook his head. Accepting the invitation, Dave walked in and looked around. 
There were more paintings as well as a fireplace with a gilded clock resting above it. The view from the window 
was equally as stunning yet, for all his exploring, Dave didn't feel entirely comfortable. Sitting on the couch, he 
turned to talk to the young man. 

"I'm Dave," he said. 

The young man turned from the bookcase and smiled. "Oliver." 


At that, Dave's face broke in to a wide smile. "Hi, Oliver. What are you looking for?" 


Oliver stepped away from the shelves and approached Dave. He looked to be in his twenties with flawless skin 
and delicate features, almost like a doll. 


"Just something to read. You?" 

"Peace and quiet," Dave replied as he sank back in to the couch. 

"From?" 

Dave sighed and briefly looked down at his linked hands. "My life. | need to rest" 
"You will find it here. You will find all that you need here." 


Dave's smile returned. There was something ethereal and almost angelic about Oliver, a being from another 
dimension who had become trapped by the walls of time itself. 


"What do you recommend?" 


"Tonight?" Oliver thought for a moment. "It is a full moon. There is a beautiful trail through the trees. Maybe 


you will find your peace there." 


Dave peered at the window and nodded. Beyond it, he could see the skeletal boughs of trees lit by the bright 


light of the moon. Taking in the clear night air seemed like an excellent plan 


He stood and asked, "Will you walk with me? I'm here alone and | wouldn't normally ask someone to join me. But 


tonight I'd quite like some company.” 


The forest was exactly as Oliver had described with the moon turning the trees in to twisted, leaf draped 
skeletons. Twigs cracked beneath his feet and the clear air filled his lungs, invigorating him and clearing his 


head. Oliver walked beside him, as quiet as a ghost as he allowed Dave to take in the spectacle of the forest. 


The path wound beside the lake, leading them through clearings before returning them to the shore. Dave 
could feel himself relaxing with every step, losing himself deep inside his head. When their feet hit the shingle 
of the shoreline, Dave paused to look at the still water. The stars all but danced across the inky water, shining 
far brighter than he'd ever seen them. 


"Its beautiful, isn't it?" Oliver asked. 
Mesmerised by the sight, Dave replied, "It is. So beautiful." 
"Come. There is something that | want to show you." 


They walked back among the trees. Dave reached out a hand and let his fingers brush against the rough bark 
of the trunks. How many years had the trees been there? Who else had trodden the path before he had? 


Finally they entered a wide clearing and Dave found himself looking at a twisted oak tree. Its trunk and boughs 
were hung with chains and, in the white light of the moon, the matriarch of the forest almost appeared to be 


alive. 


"The Chained Tree," Oliver began. His voice was quiet as though he feared that the tree before them would 
steal it away. "It was hung with chains well before my birth." 


"But why?" Dave asked. 


Oliver moved to stand beside him, his feet rustling through the fallen leaves. "Legend has it that the tree is 
haunted by the souls of the faeries who driven from the land when the house was built. Should someone the 
tree despised pass beneath it, it would drop branches. Sometimes those branches missed their intended target. 
However on a windy night one of those branches struck, and killed, the estate owner's son So to contain the 


malicious spirits, the owner - Sir John Leslie- had the tree bound in chains and, since that day, no branches 


have fallen from it." 


A shiver crept along his spine and Dave was sure that he could feel the spirits and ghosts of those past 
years creeping through the forest. They were there, peering from behind the trees and perched in the 


branches. Their eyes flickered among the leaves and their voices whispered to him on the gentle breeze. 


Feeling as though death itself had settled over him, Dave turned to Oliver and smiled. "Great story. But I'd like 
to go back, please." 


Oliver smiled at him, his face painted with shadows and his eyes hollow pits. Dave could have sworn that he 
was looking into the depths of some ghostly apparition until Oliver stepped a little closer. The younger man 
blinked and reached out to brush his fingers across Dave's cheek. It was a touch that was meant to be 
reassuring but which made Dave feel as though he had stepped across some invisible threshold between the 


worlds. 


"You're fine, Dave. No one's going to hurt you out here. They're just old tales and no longer a part of this 


world." 


By contrast his room was warm and well lit. It was the perfect place to chase away the memories of the 


forest. 


Stripping down to his shorts, Dave all but threw himself into bed and beneath the covers. He lay and stared at 
the ceiling as his mind wandered back over the evening amid the trees. Oliver reminded him of that special 


someone that he'd left behind in the States while he himself went to clear his head. 


He smiled at the thought of Taylor, fondly remembering the drummer and his quirks. There was nothing quite 
like being woken up by an early morning phone call from Taylor, a call that would no doubt call him a barrage 
of names before Dave hauled himself out of bed and on to his bike. 


The image of Taylor melted back to Oliver. Tall and slim with waves of blonde hair that spiralled down his back 
and eyes as piercing as a clear summer's sky. Dave could feel himself reacting to the other man's image and 
he let out a quiet moan as he slipped his hand down to his still-clothed cock. He could see Oliver slowly 
undressing, his skin touched by the fresh Irish sun He could feel the other man's kisses against his cheek and 
his hand against Dave's back. 


With his arousal growing, Dave grabbed a pillow and rolled on to his stomach. He began to rock his hips, 
rubbing his erection against the cool linen as images of the younger man riding his cock played through his 
head. Amid the haze that fell over him, Dave could himself panting and moaning. Beneath him, the bed gave a 
tiny squeak. In a heartbeat, it was all over, his body trembling as his seed soaked the plump pillow. 


Dave rolled onto his back and tossed the soiled pillow to the floor before covering his face with his hands. The 


previous moments bought a feeling of shame. How could he imagine doing such things to someone he barely 
knew? And someone who had been so sweet to him? 


And therein lay the answer. He lived in a city that prized looks and connections over any kind of normal, human 
relationship. You were encouraged to take advantage of people rather than communicate and connect with them 
on a human level. And once they'd outlived their usefulness they were discarded like trash. 


It had been a long time since Dave had found himself connecting on that most simple of levels. Instead, he'd 
shut himself away from it all, cut off via a wall of managers and assistants. Even his own band sometimes 
faded in to the background. Meeting someone, and speaking to them about everyday issues, was as refreshing 
as a summer's rain It was no wonder that those few moments with Oliver had triggered such a strong 


reaction. 


Breakfast was taken in the same restaurant as the previous evening. Once he was filled with all the edible 


delights that the hotel had to offer, Dave made his way outside. 


The air was clear and biting with enough of a breeze to blow the cobwebs from his head. The rolling hills that 
surrounded the estate were lush with grass and, a few yards before him, Dave could hear the lake lapping at 
the stony shore. Dave walked down to the edge of the lake, listening as his feet crunched along the path. He 
picked up a flat stone, angled his wrist, and launched the pebble across the water. It hopped, skipped, and 


jumped several times before sinking beneath the gently curling waves. 


He did it several more times, savouring the feeling of the smooth stones in his palm before he whisked them 
across the water. There was something soothing about skipping stones, something that took him back to a time 


before he charged ahead with life and forgot all that had come before it. 


The area was, for the moment, deserted, and Dave began a slow walk around the body of water. He wanted to 
take in the scenery and commit it to memory for when the heat and stench of Los Angeles became too much. 
He hadn't wasted his life, had he? He was doing what he wanted to do. He was playing music and making a living 


out of it. More than most musicians ever did. 


Yet there was that perpetual feeling that something was amiss. Maybe he really did crave more true human 
interaction rather than some of the forced fakeness that he had to endure. Maybe he needed to move out of 
the valley and return once more to Virginia. Maybe he needed the greenery and the solitude of the 


countryside to recharge him, just as much as he needed to be on stage. 


On the opposite side of the lake, Dave paused and looked back at the building. It truly was beautiful and a 


hideaway from the world. He felt at home and at peace among the ageing architecture and blossoming trees. 


Dave walked for most of the day, pausing only to take in the scenery or to rest. But, with sunset beginning to 
tickle the sky and his hunger beginning to pick at his stomach, he made his back to the manor house. 


He ate, once more, below the restaurant's exposed beams. As with the previous night, he ate alone yet felt no 
pang of loneliness. For once, he was enjoying his own company and of sorting out the often cluttered thoughts 
that lived in his mind. 

With a stomach full of fine food and wine, Dave made his way around the candlelit tables. He wanted to pay 
another visit to the little nook that he'd discovered the previous day. Part of him hoped that Oliver would be 
there. The other part wanted to enjoy the cosy closeness of the room. 

The door was closed and he slowly turned the handle. The hinges creaked as the door opened and Dave's heart 
beat a little faster when he found the blonde haired man once more standing before the bookcase. Oliver looked 
just as beautiful as he had the previous night and his face broke in to a smile as he looked up from the book 
in his hands. 

"Good evening, Dave." 

"Evening, Oliver. How are you? How was your day?" 

Closing the door behind himself, Dave dropped to the comfortable couch. He kicked off his shoes and swung his 
legs on to the opposite arm. Resting an arm behind his neck, he could tilt his head back to look at the man 
behind him. 


Oliver placed the book back on the shelves and turned to look at Dave. "It's been a busy day. It always is here 
at on the estate. How about you?" 


Dave managed some kind of shrug. "It's been good. | took a walk, looked at the scenery, cleared my head." 
"Good." Oliver smiled. 


There were questions that had been bugging Dave since their initial meeting the previous evening. He didn't 


move to sit up as he said, “Tell me about yourself, Oliver. Like, how old are you?" 


Oliver moved and perched on the arm beside Dave's head. Dave shifted a little so that he could look up at the 


other man 
"Im twenty-five and I've lived here for my entire life." 

"What do you do for a job?" 

Oliver laughed softly. "My father owns the estate. | work alongside hin’ 


"Ah, okay." Dave nodded. 


"What about you, Dave? You're obviously from the Americas. What's your life like?" 


Dave paused and turned his attention to the ceiling above him. Patterns and swirls were swept into the plaster 


and the small chandelier dangled like a Christmas ornament. 


I'm a musician. A very lucky musician who gets to tour the world and, when I'm not working, come and visit 
beautiful places like here." He tilted his head back and smiled at Oliver. "And meet interesting people like 
yourself" 


Oliver's blue eyes stared down at him, his face still lit with a smile. "It goes both ways. It's why | love the 


estate. But, Dave, you seem to need so much more than peace and quiet. What else do you need?" 


Dave wasn't always comfortable with talking about himself and, sprawled on the couch, he felt a little like a 
patient in a psychiatrist's office, spilling his darkest secrets so that they could be locked away in a filing 


cabinet. 

"Human interaction," he finally replied. "Not the kind that | get back in LA but real, genuine, and warm human 
interaction. Is why | sought you out tonight. | enjoyed walking and talking with you last night and hoped that 
you'd still be around” 


"And here | am." Oliver grinned. "At your service." 


Dave chuckled and patted the edge of the couch beside his own hip. "Why don't you come and sit here? Then | 


don't have to strain to look at you. Or see you upside down. You're too nice for that.” 


Oliver did as he was asked and perched beside Dave. His hands which, to Dave, had never seen a day of work, 


rested on his knees and his attention was fully on the man on the couch. 
"So what's like like here?" Dave asked. "Day to day?" 


Is a beautiful life. You only have to look out of the window every morning to see that. The rolling hills. The 


lush green grass. The winding trees. This estate is a blessing that | never want to move away from." 

He looked in to the other man's blue eyes and found himself falling deeper into Oliver's spell. Reaching out, he 
gently rested his palm against the younger man's cheek. He smiled when Oliver leaned in to his touch, his eyes 
fluttering closed. 

"I hope you don't mind," Dave murmured. 


"Not at all. | quite like it.” 


Dave leaned a little closer and, for a moment, he allowed himself to take in Oliver's scent. It was something 


that resonated with him, something that reminded him of the rolling hills and the greenery that surrounded 


them. Something that made him want to stay forever. 


The gap between them closed and Dave gently pressed his lips to Oliver's. His body relaxed and he slid the had 
that cradled Oliver's cheek to his neck, drawing him in and deepening the kiss. The younger man responded in 


kind, leaning in to Dave and sighing softly as their arms twined around one another. 


His head swam as he lay further back in to the couch. Carefully he pulled the younger man on top of him, 
never breaking the kiss as they positioned themselves. Dave could feel his arousal growing, the pleasure 
streaming through him and awakening feelings and emotions that he thought were lying dormant. All he wanted 
was to pleasure the man that hovered above him and to have the same done to him. He wanted to feel that 


rush as his orgasm teased ever closer until that split second before the euphoria hit. 


Wrapping his arms around Oliver's narrow waist, Dave moaned in to the kiss. His cock was hard in his jeans and 
his head was beginning to swim. He watched as Oliver began to move, his hips rolling himself against Dave's 


thigh. With a groan, Dave closed his eyes and dropped his head back against the couch's arm. 
"Fuck. You are too much," he murmured. 


He could feel Oliver's erection pressing against him, his own twitching in response. Lips touched his throat and 
hands wandered into his hair and, in that instant, Dave realised that he was at the mercy of the younger man. 


Whatever happened within the closed confines of the room would be on Oliver's terms. 


Oliver's tongue twisted up and behind his ear and a shiver ran down Dave's back. His own hips rocked, pushing 
himself up against Oliver. The younger man's slender thigh rested between his legs and Dave made full use of 
it to tease the delicious friction of his jeans rubbing against his sensitive flesh. He could feel the heat building 
as they moved together, the couch creaking beneath them and their breathy sighs filling the air. 


The younger man looked so beautiful pressed against him, his ass in the air before it rolled down against Dave. 
Dave wondered what Oliver would look like naked, wondered what his bare skin would feel like pressed against 


his own. 


He slid his hands down Oliver's back and to his ass, giving the pert little globes a soft squeeze. Oliver moaned in 
response and pressed himself closer. His teeth scraped over Dave's throat to find the pulsing vein behind his 
ear before giving it a gentle bite. Dave howled and bucked his hips as the pain became red hot pleasure. He'd 
admit to anyone that he enjoyed being slapped around. Not many people took him up on it and to have someone 
as beautiful as Oliver doling out the pain made it all the more delicious. 


His orgasm was rolling closer, the pent up frustration of the past months bubbling over and, with one last 
squeeze of Oliver's ass, Dave groaned and rolled his hips. His warm seed soaked his shorts as his body 
trembled. Above him, he felt the younger man press himself close one last time, his muscles tightening as he 


moaned softly. 


It took several minutes for his body to unwind and for him to come back down to Earth. His arms were limp 


around Oliver yet Dave continued to hold him close, enjoying the brief moment of calm and tranquillity. He 
enjoyed having someone with him, someone to provide, if only for a moment, a respite of companionship. Life 
could, at times, be lonely, especially at the top. Everyone wanted to be your friend but no one wanted to get 
too close. Just in case something nasty happened. 


Opening his eyes, Dave looked at the man in his arms. Oliver had tucked his head tight against Dave's shoulder 
and his arms were draped across the man beneath him. Swirls of blonde hair covered them both and Dave 
could feel the rise and fall of Oliver's shoulders. Leaning closer, he buried his head the younger man's hair and 


pressed a kiss to his head. 
"You are so perfect," he murmured. "Thank you. | needed that" 
The younger man shifted and his blue eyes, filled with pleasured exhaustion, looked at him. "Me, too." 


Dave smiled and gave him another kiss before sinking back against the couch. 


Storm clouds rolled across the perfect blue sky and enveloped the rolling hills with a thick curtain of mist. 
Sitting in the walkway between the main building and the smaller guest house, Dave tried to work out the crick 
in his neck. He'd spent the night curled up on the couch with Oliver in his arms. Come morning, when he'd been 


cold and achy, the younger man had vanished, presumably to wherever he needed to be that morning. 


However, the memories of that beautiful evening remained and, despite the ache in his neck, Dave couldn't help 
but smile. They'd fooled around a little more, loosening clothes and kissing and touching until they both reached 
orgasm. The pain that he now felt was worth every moment that he'd spent with the delightful man. 


The walkway was tiled with a chequerboard of red and black tiles. Stone arches opened on to the elements and 
the roof arched above him. Plants wound around the pillars, giving him a sense of privacy that he didn't need 


in such a secluded location. 


Rain began to fall and Dave smiled to himself. There were so many times that he felt as though he was 
wilting, the Californian heat draining him of the will to live. Rain was a luxury that they so seldom saw. To see 
it and to feel its effects on the surrounding landscape was a blessing that he didn't take for granted. 


He'd invited Oliver to join him for dinner. With only a few days until he was due back in the States, Dave 
wanted to thank the young man who'd taken the time to give Dave the affection that he hadn't realised that 
he needed. He hoped that, one day, he'd be able to do more the blonde haired beauty. 


As night fell, Dave prepared himself for dinner. Dressed in a black button down shirt, black pants, and his 


favourite black velvet jacket, he took one last look around the room and smiled. He'd placed candles around on 


any free surface and had arranged for the room to be ready for when they returned. |f Oliver turned him 


down.. Well, the beauty of the room would help to heal his shattered heart. 


The dining room was bathed in a darkness that was punctuated only by the light of flickering candles. Dave 
took his usual table away from the rest of the room. He could still hear the rain pattering away outside and a 


shiver ran along his spine. How peaceful and calming it was, a balm to an overworked mind. 


How had he come to be like that? All the work that he put in was one factor. He worked long hours doing 
exactly what he loved. But it still took its toll on his body, often leaving him sickly and tired. Normally it would 
only take him a couple of days to fight his way back to health before he'd do it all over again 


Loneliness was the other significant factor. He'd been married, but that hadn't worked out. Although he had 
three beautiful daughters to show for that marriage. He'd had other lovers, mostly male, but none of those 
had worked out. And very few people wanted a meaningful relationship beyond the financial once he'd reached 


the pinnacle of his fame. He'd been left with two choices; pay for company or remain alone. So he'd chosen the 


latter. 
Until now. 


Oliver hadn't pried in to his life. He only knew that Dave was a musician. He knew nothing of Dave's fame and 
hadn't pressed the issue. He didn't know that, back in the US, there was a bank account that grew with every 
passing day. Oliver didn't seem to be interested in any of that. All he seemed to be interested in was having 
some kind of relationship, even if it was only a passing friendship. 


Lifting his eyes from the candle's flame, Dave watched as Oliver crossed the restaurant to join him. The 
younger man was dressed similarly to how he had been the night before with a long black tail coat and tight 
black pants. He had a style all of his own and it was one that Dave very much appreciated. He liked people who 
didn't try to blend in with the crowd. 


"You look stunning,” he said with a smile. 
Oliver gave him a smile. "As do you. Did you have a good day?" 


"| did. | sat and watched the rain and did." Dave sighed happily. "Nothing. Absolutely nothing. It was a perfect 
day and I'm so glad that | got to have it. What about you? What did you do?" 


The younger man folded his hands on the table and kept his attention on Dave, a little thing that Dave 
appreciated. Often, when people spoke to him, they would look anywhere but at him. To be able to look in to 
another's eyes made him happy. 


"| did a little bit of everything. Some paperwork that my family needed doing. | tended to some of the horses. 
Is been a productive day. Days like this-" Oliver nodded to the window behind Dave. "Are good for getting 
things done." 


Dave smiled and nodded. There was something about Oliver's speech pattern that was a little odd but nothing 
too out of the ordinary. He put it down to the country and their beautiful, lilting accent. Dave could sit all night 


and listen to Oliver wax lyrical about his homeland. 


"The other night, out at the Chained Tree, you told me about the faeries," Dave began. "What else lives on this 


land?" 


"Ah, now you're talking.” Oliver's eyes twinkled in the light of the candle. "Fairies come in all shapes and sizes. 
You'll know the leprechaun, of course. The one that everyone takes to represent us and who, | believe, many 


other nations use when it comes to celebrating Saint Patrick's Day." 

Dave nodded. He was guilty as charged. Any chance to have a drink. 

"There's the dullahan, who only appears around feasts and festivals and who takes on the appearance of a 
headless horseman. Everyone knows the wail of the banshee. The most feared fairy, and the one that haunted 
our tree, was the pooka They're small goblin-like creatures that cause mischief and mayhem and, in some 
cases, death. Fairies of all types are finicky and they will let you know when they're displeased with you." 

As dinner wound on, Oliver told him more about the folklore of the Emerald Isle. All of it fascinated Dave and 
he found that his heart was beginning to ache for a place with which he had no connection. No connection 


other than Oliver. 


He lost himself in the other man's words, his accent drawing Dave deeper and deeper. The smile never left his 


lips as he picked at his steak and listened to the tales that the other man wove. 
"You have a beautiful country," he finally said, "filled with equally beautiful stories. America is nothing like this. 
We have history and folklore but it feels so.. scattered. Yours is all concentrated in to this one beautiful 


island." 


Oliver smiled, his face filled with love and warmth. "Indeed. It's one of the many reasons that we love this 


country so much." 


The evening wore on and they finally found themselves at the end of their meal. Dave finished his coffee and 


smiled at Oliver. 
"Thank you for spending time with me. | appreciate it. What are you doing with the rest of your evening.’ 


Oliver's smile was wide and happy. "I'd like to spend it with you." 


The Red Room was lit with only the candles that Dave had left behind. Standing in the middle of the room, he 


smiled at Oliver. When the younger man came to him, Dave felt his heart ache with the adoration that was 
growing for Oliver. He wrapped the smaller man in a hug, his lips finding Oliver's. Oliver responded in kind, his 
kisses deep and heated, his hands sliding over Dave's back before they began to pick at the buttons of his 
shirt. 


Dave was only too happy to shed his clothes. In the warmth of the room, they'd become heavy and cloying, 
threatening to choke him at any moment. He let them rumple to the floor until he stepped back to ease down 


his suddenly tight pants. 


Slipping to his knees, Dave worshipped the man before him. He gently undid Oliver's tight pants and eased his 
thick cock out. Dave wanted to do nothing more than to make the younger man feel good. Wrapping his lips 
around the head, he gently began to suck, sighing when Oliver rested a hand on his head. 


Slowly he worked his lips lower, tracing over the hard flesh and gliding along the prominent veins. Above him, 
Oliver moaned and his slender fingers tightened in Dave's hair, pulling him closer until Dave's nose was pressed 
against his thatch of wiry blonde hair. Dave loved it when he could bring other people pleasure and he loved it 
when they showed him that they were enjoying it. 


Salty pre-come tickled over his tongue and Dave could feel Oliver beginning to tighten as his body prepared to 
erupt. Pulling back, he pressed a kiss to Oliver's cock and got to his feet. His own body felt heavy and the lust 
that he'd felt over the previous nights was beginning to work itself in to his body. He wanted Oliver in every 
way possible. Wanted to make him scream. Wanted to feel him pressed close in a night sticky, slippery skin 


He eased the jacket and shirt from the other man's shoulders, leaving him completely naked. Oliver was a sight 
to behold. His skin was pale and pulled tight over his lean body. He reminded Dave of Taylor with his sinewy 
limbs and gangly frame. 


Sweeping him up in to his arms, Dave gave Oliver a deep kiss before walking him to the bed. He lay the 

younger man down and took a moment to admire him. Oliver sprawled out before him, his legs spreading and 
one hand going around his hard dick. He gave Dave a show, stroking himself slowly before running his fingers 
through the pool of pre-come that had formed on his stomach. Dave moaned softly, his knees weakening and 


forcing him to kneel on the end of the bed. 
"You are stunning," he murmured. "So beautiful. Lie on your stomach for me. Please." 


Oliver did as he was asked, sliding his chest to the bed and presenting his ass to Dave. It took all of Dave's self 
control not to take the younger man there and then. Reaching out, he rested a hand in the dip of Oliver's back 


"Done this before?" 


Blue eyes peered out from behind a veil of thick blonde hair. "Many times. But | know that you will make me 
feel as good as you did last night." 


Dave smiled and moved closer. Oliver felt incredible, his skin peachy soft and smooth. Parting the younger 
man's ass cheeks, Dave leaned in and gently began to tease Oliver's tiny rosebud entrance. Beneath his touches, 
Oliver shivered and pressed himself back on to the invading tongue. He mewled softly and Dave caught a 
glimpse of his fingers balling in to the sheets. 


He was completely overcome by everything that Oliver was. His scent, the way he felt, the way that he 
treated Dave; all of them balled together in to a heady experience that left Dave breathless and excited. He 
wanted everything that Oliver had to offer and, in return, would give everything that he had. 


His tongue dived deeper, carefully breaching the tight ring of muscle. Reaching between Oliver's legs, Dave 
wrapped his hand around the younger man's cock and silently encouraged him to move. Slowly the blonde man 
began to rock his hips, pushing himself in to Dave's hand before pressing back on to his tongue. 

Dipping lower, Dave ran his tongue over the tight piece of flesh between Oliver's ass and balls. Above him, the 
younger man groaned and dipped his back further. His cock was hardening in Dave's hand and, as he took one of 
Oliver's balls in to his mouth, the blonde man erupted across the bed, his come arching in sweeping pulses 
before splattering in to the sheets. 

"Fuck me," Dave murmured to himself. 

Kneeling up, he kissed Oliver's ass cheeks before giving each of them a gentle slap. Oliver trembled and moaned 
and Dave raised an eyebrow. He gave Oliver an experimental smack which caught the top of the other man's 
thighs, watching as he once more trembled. 

"Like that?" he asked. 

"| do. Very much so." 

Dave smiled to himself and gave one of Oliver's buttocks a squeeze. "Maybe we'll do that later." 


Oliver smiled up at him. "I'd like that." 


Sliding from the bed, Dave collected what the lube that he kept in his wash bag. He stretched himself out 
beside Oliver and coated a finger with the thick gel before leaning in to the younger man. They shared kisses 
as he fingered Oliver's ass, carefully preparing him. The blonde man purred and panted in to the kisses as Dave 


moved his fingers in and out. Occasionally he'd push back causing Dave to press against his prostate. 
"That's it. Do what you want, Oliver. Enjoy it" 


Cupping the younger man's face with his free hand, Dave gave him one final kiss before he pulled away. He 
tapped Oliver's hip. 


"Move on to your back for me. | want to make you feel good." 


Dave wasn't surprised to see that Oliver was hard again. With the blonde haired beauty around, Dave would be 
exactly the same, quickly putting his evenings of a single, sometimes tepid, orgasm to rest. 


Oliver pushed a pillow beneath his hips and spread his legs wide. There was a sultry smile on his lips and his 
cock was resting against his stomach. Kneeling at the end of the bed, Dave proceeded to kiss his way up the 
other man's body. His lips trailed over Oliver's slender legs before whispering over his hard cock and to his flat 
stomach. Dave made sure to count off every rib before swirling his tongue around Oliver's pert little nipples. 
His lips swept over the gentle curve of the other man's collar bone, making him giggle and squirm, before 


finally resting on Oliver's lips. He smiled at the younger man and gave him the barest of kisses. 
"You're so perfect. Like an angel. How did | get so lucky as to meet you?" 


Oliver reached up and swept a hand through Dave's hair. Closing his eyes, Dave leaned in to the touch. Suddenly 
he felt happier than he had done in many months. 


"You came to Ireland. That's what happened." 


Dave's smile widened and he ran his fingers through Oliver's hair, fanning it over the pure white pillows. Oliver 


smiled softly and relaxed, his hand closing around Dave's cheek. 
"Take me, Dave. Claim me as yours." 


Dave wasn't going to turn down such a polite request. Claiming the younger man's mouth with his own, Dave 
wrapped a hand around the base of his dick and carefully slid himself in to Oliver. The blonde man hissed 
beneath him, his back arching and a hand clawing at Dave's back. 


"Okay?" 


Oliver nodded and his eyes sprang open, the blue pools swimming with lust. His lips peeled back to a snarl and 
Dave shuddered with pleasure. 


"Very much okay," the blonde man replied. 


Sliding his hands beneath Oliver's shoulder, Dave clasped the younger man close as he began to rock. Lust and 
pleasure rolled over him, taking control of his body and, in a matter of moments, he was pounding in to the 


man beneath him. Oliver cried out to him, his breathy voice filling the room as Dave grunted and moaned. 


Oliver was warm and tight, his ass gripping Dave and drawing him deeper. He'd forgotten what it was like to be 
with a man and to be encompassed by all that they were. Their scent, their power, their vitality; all of it drew 
him in and held him hostage in a way that no other could. He loved women, loved them with all of his heart, 


and would spend his life fighting for them to have the same rights that he did. But when it came to between 


the sheets, Dave knew that he needed someone who could hold him down and pound in to him all night long, just 


as he would with them. Someone needed to put him in his place and teach him to behave, just as he needed to 


do the same for them. And no one had been able to hold a candle to some of his male lovers. 


Dave buried his face in Oliver's neck and inhaled everything that he was. The younger man wound himself 
around him, his legs tight around Dave's waist. His hands gripped the headboard and he arched his hips to push 
himself further on to Dave's cock He could feel Oliver's cock sliding between them, his hard flesh trembling 


with the need for release. 
"Come on, Oliver. Come for me," he murmured. "Let me feel you come." 


His own sweet release was quickly approaching, his head swimming and his vision clouded. He squeezed his eyes 
shut and nipped at Oliver's throat before moving to suckle on his ear. Oliver's moans pounded through him, 


exciting him even more. 
"Close," Oliver groaned. "I'm so close." 


Dave pushed himself in deeper and slammed his cock against the younger man's prostate. He didn't stop, even 
as Oliver howled and spilled himself against their stomachs. The blonde man clung to Dave like a limpet and rode 
out his orgasm. Resting his forehead against Oliver's shoulder, Dave kept up the steady, almost punishing, 
rhythm until his own orgasm snapped through him. He cried out, his fingernails digging in to Oliver's flesh as 
his seed pumped in to the younger man's deliciously tight ass. 


Slowly, the haze that had fallen over him began to melt away and Dave slid from the blonde man and back to 
the bed. He wrapped his arms around Oliver and pulled him close, peppering his face with kisses. 


"Thank you," he whispered. "Thank you so much. | needed that. Needed it more than you can imagine." 


In the low candlelight, Oliver turned and smiled at him, his hand brushing sweaty hair from Dave's face. "You're 


very welcome. | enjoyed it very much." 


He slept with Oliver in his arms, his face buried in the other man's endless waves of blonde hair. For the 
moment, he was happy and content, enjoying losing himself with Oliver. Nothing brought him greater happiness 
than bringing pleasure to those that he'd grown to adore. 


Dave woke to find that, as before, Oliver had slipped from the bed. Obviously he was going about his day and 
Dave was happy to find a note on the hotel's stationary. 


Thank you for last night. | shall, if you wish, see you again this evening. Oliver. 


They spent the next several evenings happily entwined around one another and enjoying the pleasures that each 


had to give. Dave couldn't have been happier and, on his final evening, he gave Oliver his contact details. 


"Call me. Come and visit me in the US. Come and visit us in Europe," he implored. "I don't care if | have to get 


you there myself, just come and visit." 


Oliver smiled at him and, as with every evening, he swept Dave's hair away from his face and gave him a kiss 


that told Dave that he'd see Oliver once more. 

It was with a broken heart that Dave went to check out. The morning was mourning as much as he was with 
heavy grey skies and the threat of rain not far behind. Tina's smiling face did little to ease the ache that 
chipped away at his chest. 

"You'll be coming to see us again, won't you, Dave?" 

He nodded glumly. "I will. Sooner than | expect, hopefully." 

There was a twinkle in her eye as she asked, "Something catch your eye?" 

He nodded. "Someone, yes." 


"Here at the estate?" 


He nodded again. "Yes. And I'd really like it if you could thank him for me. He made me feel very welcome. His 


name's Oliver." 
Tina frowned and shook her head. "We don't have anyone here by that name." 
The shattered pieces of Dave's heart plummeted as she uttered those eight words. "I'm sorry?" 


"We don't have an Oliver and there's been no guests with that name, either. Are you sure you're not 


mistaken?" 


Dave shook his head. "No, not mistaken. He said he was the estate owner's son and that he worked on the 
estate...” 


His eyes, now beginning to smart with tears, drifted to the wall behind Tina. The bare stonework hadn't been 
plastered over and, other than a few hotel accolades, was bare except for a black and white portrait. Pushing 
his glasses on to his nose, Dave leaned a little closer and examined the image. It showed several people, all of 


them in period dress. All of them looked solemn All of them except for one. 


Standing beside what was obviously his father was a young man with long, corkscrewing blonde hair. He was 
dressed in a light coloured shirt, tailcoat, and tight jodhpurs. On his lips was the whisper of a smile that Dave 


had come to know so well. 


“That's him," he murmured as he pointed to the aged photograph. "That's Oliver." 


Tina turned to look behind herself and, when she turned her attention back to Dave, her face was ashen. "You 


might want to check the date on that, Dave." 
Squinting, he could just make out the date on a little brass plaque below the painting. 


The Leslie Family 
B74 


Blood rushed through his head, pounding against his skull. He gripped the edge of the desk as his vision came 


and went. 
"But | spoke to him. Had dinner with him." 


"Aye," Tina softly said Her eyes were filled with compassion as she looked him. "A few of our staff said that 


you were talking to yourself in the restaurant these past few evenings.’ 
"| wasn't talking to myself!" he pleaded. "Oliver was there and talking to me. You have to believe me." 


"I believe you. Really, | do. We're known for our hauntings." She came around the desk and touched his elbow. 


"Let me show you something before you leave." 


She lead him from the hotel and to the thick patch of trees that he previously walked through with Oliver. By 
daylight, they looked far less threatening, their green leaves giving off welcoming shade rather than sinister 
shadows. They silently walked side by side yet Dave felt nothing but warmth and love coming from Tina. She 


wasn't judging him, nor would she tell his tales to anyone else. 


They eventually reached the clearing with the Chained Tree at its heart. In the stark light of the summer sun, 
the tree looked sad and heartbroken rather than the deathly, haunted being that it had been portrayed as. 


"Do you know the story?" Tina asked him. 
Dave nodded. "| do." 


She lead him around to a part of the tree that he hadn't seen on his previous trip. It would have been hidden 
by the shadows of the night and the chains that dangled from the boughs. Nestled in the tree's sprawling 
roots was a stone angel with its head bowed and wings folded around it. Engraved in the base of the angel 


were a few simple words. 


h loving memory of our beautiful son, Oliver. 
Taken from us so young by this very tree. 
18th February 1850 - Zt December 1875 


Dave could feel tears prickling his eyes and he reached out to place a hand against the cold stone monument. 
His heart was broken but not for the reasons he had first assumed. Oliver had been taken so young by a 
freak accident and never given the chance to live his life to the fullest. 


‘lm sorry," he murmured. 
"I know. But he keeps us company and, if you return, maybe you'll see him again 


He gave her a sad smile before reaching out to give her a hug. "Thank you. For everything. For the most 


amazing vacation that I've ever had." 


She returned his gesture, her hands gently patting his back "Aye. And we'll see you again soon, Dave." 


With an hour to kill before his plane was due to board, Dave searched for florists in the area around the 


Castle. One caught his eye and he dialled their number. 


"Hi." His voice momentarily caught in his throat and he coughed back the emotions that suddenly swelled up. "Hi, 
I'd like to place an order to go out annually. White, yellow, and red roses would be perfect. The location? Do you 
know the Chained Tree at Castle Leslie? There's a memorial marker in the roots. Please leave them there. The 
date? February I8th." 

EPILOGUE 


Dave's heart soared as the plane kissed the rolling green hills of Ireland. Many years had passed since his last 
visit and he was happy to be returning to a place that harboured so many happy memories. For so long, his 
soul had ached to once more feel the magic that inhabited the island. 


He trailed after his daughters as they exited the plane. They did all the work, collecting luggage and ushering 
them through immigration before piling in to a black town car and making for the estate that had claimed a 


part of Dave's heart. 


The car wound through the roads, taking in the ever changing scenery. There were no eight lane freeways. No 


traffic jams. No perpetual layer of smog. Just the clean air and endless greenery. 


Dave could barely contain himself as they made the final turn on to the estate, the stone building looming 
before him. Everything was just as he remembered it, right down to the sweeping lake and the patches of 
trees. He wondered if the Chained Tree had survived or whether it had finally fallen foul of the island's ever 


changing weather. 


The girls stepped from the car and made for the entrance. Dave trailed in their wake; they didn't want to be 
constantly hounded by their father and his whispered tales of a magical place. He hadn't told them everything; 


even women in their thirties and forties didn't need to know that their Dad had flings with other men. 

Dave wandered away as they spoke to the receptionist. He wanted to soak up the atmosphere of the building. 
Bar the occasional touch up of paint and a few new pieces of furniture, nothing had changed. Castle Leslie was 
still the same perfect hideaway that he'd visited so long before. 

Walking before a full length mirror, Dave paused and looked at himself, his head tilted to one side and a small 
smile on his lips. No longer did he look like the elderly and wizened old man that he'd become, the man who'd 
spent his final days in the clutches of a hospital bed, begging for release from a body that had turned against 
him. Dressed from head to foot in black and with his trademark long dark hair and neatly trimmed beard, he 
looked just as he had on his original visit to the estate. His smile softened as he remembered that heady, 


euphoric week of self-discovery. 


He pulled himself from his image and began to walk a path that he remembered so well. His feet were leading 


him not to the restaurant but to the small library beyond it. The library which, thankfully, was still there. 
Like the rest of the building, its paint had been updated over the years although the original paintings and 
bookcase were still there. And there, standing before the shelves and with a book in his hands, was the person 
that Dave had travelled so far to see. 


"Oliver?" he whispered. 


The young man with the long blonde hair and the striking red tailcoat looked up from his book For a moment, 
he appeared lost in thought before the realisation settled over him and a wide grin broke his face. 


"Dave?" 


Dave nodded and stepped in to the room to sweep the younger man in to his arms. He hugged Oliver close and 


allowed himself a moment to take in all that he'd missed. 
"| have to ask something," Dave mumbled into Oliver's hair. 
"And I'll answer. Ask away.” 


Pulling back, Dave stared in to the other man's stunning blue eyes. "How do you do it? How do you 


communicate with me? And how did you feel so real when | first met you?" 
Oliver's eyes twinkled and curled at the edges as he smiled. "Irish magic, Dave. That's all you need to know." 


Dave smiled and moved to kiss the younger man. Oliver didn't pull away, instead welcoming Dave with open 


arms and warm lips. 


"Why are you back here?" the younger man asked. 


They began to walk back through the castle and to the reception. Standing at a window, Dave watched as three 
blonde women stood beside the lake. They were dressed in black and had a small wooden box with them. Each 
took turns to dip their hands in to the box and scatter final grains of ash in to the gentle waters. 


| asked them to bring me here," Dave quietly replied. "I didn't want to be buried in some celebrity cemetery 
back in the States. | wanted to be back in the place where | left my heart so many years ago." He paused and 
a wave of sadness washed over him. "I'm sorry that it's taken me so long to return. | didn't mean it to be like 


that. | was going to come and visit every year. But life.” 


"Life happened," Oliver softly replied. "As it does. But you're here now and | presume that you're staying 


forever?" 


Dave looked at the blonde man and smiled. "I am. I'm here now, in the place that | call home." 


